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Somewhere in the US, 20I7. 


Dave woke up on a couch from the best sleep he'd had in a fortnight and quickly checked his watch. He'd 
overslept. He'd needed the sleep, any decent rest on a moving bus was hard to come by. These days he needed 


his six hours, minimum, no matter how much coffee he ingested. 
Unlike Ellefson, whom, if given the option would surely mainline his coffee and give up sleep altogether. 


The dressing room was quiet, too quiet. Less than an hour to stage call. All the hangers on had been cleared 
out, leaving David to suck down the last of the brew while Dirk stretched and Kiko ran in circles. He barged 
into the small bathroom after getting his bag from the wardrobe case, rushing to fix his hair and get ready 
and surprised to find Junior hogging the only sink and brushing his teeth. 


Junior raised an eyebrow as he kept on scrubbing. His shit was laid out all over the porcelain, toothpaste, 


mouthwash, floss, deodorant, hair spray, concealer taking up valuable real estate that Dave could be using. 


"Budge over, gimme some room." He crowded around David, waiting for him to step over and share the small 


space. 
David kept on brushing, but muttered around his Oral B. "No way. Not my fault you overslept.” 


"C'mon, I'm late, gotta get ready." He pushed against an immobile Junior. "Just move over a bit and we can 


share." 

The toothbrush hung from his mouth, hands on the edge of the sink. "Fuck you, not my fault you didn't set an 
alarm." He pulled the toothbrush from his mouth and wet it under the faucet. "Go find another bathroom." He 
went back to brushing his teeth. 


Dave didn't have time to find another bathroom, nor the inclination. What was he gonna do, share with the 
tour accountant? PFFF. He bumped in to Junior, physically pushing him to the side. 


"Dude!" David said around his mouthful of foam and spit. "I'm fucking using the sink, go find your own" Dave 
pushed him again, never afraid to show a little muscle to get what he wanted. "And stop poking me with it. 


What are you, fourteen?" 


Dave looked down at his distended sweatpants. Not his fault he always woke up with wood. It was normal as far 
as he knew. "I can't help it, | always wake up like this." 


Junior rolled his eyes. "Just stop. Go take care of it or something," and went back to brushing his molars. 

Dave pushed his dick against David's hip again. "What do you want me to do, it doesn't go away on its own" 
Junior jumped away and quickly slid back, protecting his claim to the sink. "Go take a cold shower or something." 
"Not enough time to take a shower now." Dave pulled at the soft cotton of the sweatpants, running the fabric 
across his cock. "If you'd just move over it wouldn't be an issue." He tried to squeeze in beside David again and 


got an elbow for his troubles. 


"Maybe you'll learn to be more responsible with slimy teeth." He wet the toothbrush again, brushing to prove 


a point now. 


"Just give me some water and | can brush over here." Dave reached for the tap and was cut off by Junior 
who suddenly had to rinse his brush again. 


"Go away Dave, l'm using the sink" Dave butted into him again cock first. "Fucking stop it, just go away." 


Dave reached for the water and Junior blocked his hands like a Jedi Master. Bruce Lee would be proud of 
those moves. "Just fucking share, what's your problem?" 


"Jesus Christ, get that thing away from me." 
"Just move over." 


David held up his hands. "There's no room, ok?" David was still brushing his teeth and glaring angrily at Dave's 


groin as he scrubbed. 
Is natural. | wake up every morning like this.’ 
Junior curled his lip. "Really?" he said disbelievingly like Dave was using it as a bad excuse. 


"C'mon, I'm trying to do this shit too." He finally got at some of the water when Junior backed up to avoid 
another brush of his cock. 


"Ok, well, wait until I'm done." The whine could have beaten Pam's best as Dave rubbed his cock against Junior's 


hip. 
"What do you want me to do? The only way | can get rid of it is to get off." 
David stared at him flatly. "Go find Kiko. Just stop poking me with it." 


"Ok, I'm just trying to scoot in here too, look how big this sink is." He motioned to the smaller than usual sink 
area, still larger than his pedestal sink at home. "And you're like hogging the whole sink" 


"| was in here first.” 


"Yeah, | know I'm sorry." Dave wasn't sorry but didn't mind greasing the wheels sometimes for Junior's sake. 


He stepped closer to the sink as David steadfastly refused to move. 
"You're still doing it." Junior pushed against him this time as he defended his section of space. 


"Well, maybe you should help me out a bit." The toothbrush was all but forgotten, David's hanging between his 
fingers as he spoke with his hands. 


"Help you out how?" David looked like he didn't even have a clue, holding his position at the sink. 
Dave blinked, willing to try it. He'd brushed his cock against David enough times without him running away he 


might actually have a chance. "I mean, help me get rid of this fucking thing. You can help me out a little bit, 


know what | mean?" 


Junior rolled his eyes again and turned to spit in the sink He already had his stage clothes on and the tight 
black jeans clung to the curve of his ass. He slurped water from the tap that he pooled in his hand and spit 
again. "Fine." He set his brush down and started undoing his jeans, loosening the lacings just enough to he could 


slide the denim over his hips. "Really quick" 

"What?" Dave watched as first black underwear was exposed, then pale skin 

"Fuck me," David said when his jeans were around his knees. He leaned against the sink. 
Dave hadn't expected him to be this agreeable. "Are you serious." 


"Come and then get out." One foot rested on the framework of the sink as David looked bitchily at Dave and 


his morning wood. 


"Uhh, ok” His brain said it was a trap and too easy, however his cock said ‘yeah baby’ and twitched inside his 
sweats. "You sure?" He'd taken a good grasp of David's asscheek, kneading the muscle and flesh that was so 


willingly offered. 
"Yep," David replied, bracing himself as Dave pulled at skin and exposed David's center. "Go ahead." 


He caught a quick glimpse of David's hole and shed his own pants. "Don't mind if | do. Fuck" He stepped up 
behind David and rubbed the head of his cock up and down David's crack, stopping as David handed him a small 
bottle of baby oil. He poured the sweet smelling oil over his cock and spread it around with his fist, wanting to 


get into David quickly before he changed his mind. 


Dave pushed himself inside Junior without any prep. He didn't keep tabs on Junior's sex life anymore but 
doubted he would ever give up something he enjoyed so much. "Fuck, your ass is tight" He slid all the way in 
easily, holding Junior's waist in his hands as he paused a minute to savor the feeling. He quickly looked at his 
watch and panicked at the time slipping away. "Just put your leg down and bend over." He guided David's leg 
back to the ground, ripples running through him as David moved. "Ah yeah," he hissed as Junior bent over and 


muscles tightened in the new position. 


"MMmmm," Junior moaned in pleasure. Dave started to thrust, watching as his cock slid smoothly on the thin 
layer of oil. He grabbed Junior's cheek again and pulled, able to see the ring of muscle stretch as it took in 
Dave's cock. His own breathing was already deep and ragged, Junior's soft moans urging him on faster. The 
hand on Junior's hip pulled him back to meet every thrust, forcing Dave deep inside before pulling off so just 
the tip was still inside Junior. 


Dave watched as Junior's hand disappeared underneath him, arm moving in time with Dave's thrusts as he 
stroked his cock. "Fuck," Dave whispered again and rammed into Junior's ass. Slapping skin echoed off the walls 
as David pushed back into him, Dave no longer having to push and pull as they found a rhythm and worked 
together. 


"Feels so good," Junior gasped and tossed his hair. Dave gripped his ass again, nails leaving red streaks as he 


pulled David's cheeks apart for a view. 


“Aaaaaahhhh," Dave groaned as their pace increased. Junior's ass shook each time Dave's hips rammed into it. 
Junior set his foot back on the framework, muscles shifting and clamping down around Dave's length midthrust. 
"Shit," he felt his orgasm coming and gripped David's asscheek again, pulling flesh taught and watching his cock 


disappear. He moaned again as he came, cock pulsing as he filled Junior's ass with his load. 


David finally turned his head and looked back at Dave, lips parted and dry from breathing through his mouth. 
"Did you come inside me?" Dave didn't answer, instead pulling himself carefully from David's ass. "Are you 


serious?" 


Dave let his wet dick hang between his legs, glancing at his watch again and needing to squeeze in a shower 


now. "Yeah, sorry. | gotta run, I'm late. Sorry." 


David's jaw dropped. "What the fuck?" He turned his torso and stuck a hand to his ass, feeling the extra 


wetness as Dave's come dripped out. "You asshole." 


"Can't help it," Dave said as he grabbed his toiletry bag and went out to find the bathrooms the production 
staff were using. Junior turned to look at himself in the mirror, fingers covered in Dave's come and his own 
cock left high and dry. He washed his hands in the sink and pulled up his jeans, the wheels in his brain already 


planning revenge. 


